movement of their muscles, every change of expression.   How	73
many delightful moments I spent in the Warsaw Citadel,
which was so badly designed acoustically that it ^as pos-
sible to hear from the cells every word spoken in the cor-
ridors—just as if the place had been specially built to facili-
tate the examination of the warders and not of the prisoners!
I spent hours listening to the conversations of the warders
and examining their psychology. I sought the enemy in
order to understand him. The scope of observation was
limited, but all the more vivid.
I do not know if any other prisoner will confirm my words,
but I consider that the hearing of prisoners is extra sensi-
tive. They catch the slightest sounds; they seek "particles
of life;" they are transformed almost into mice which are
sensitive to the slighest rustle.
After a brief comparison of  Russian and  German
prisons, the lecture ended with a return to its beginning.
For a long period of time prisons formed a part of Polish
culture. This is a sad admission, but there is a certain charm
and fascination about it,
The power of prison to create a new life is undoubtedly
great. A new prison man is born, a man created by his own
might, by his own strength of soul, transformed into a
diamond which cuts the hardest objects.
During a hundred and fifty years prison psychology was
something that was deeply felt by people in Poland. There
was hardly a man who, on looking back at the Polish life
of the old days, did not come into contact with a prison, did
not speak about a prison, and did not come near a prison,
During those hundred and fifty past years, those hundred
and fifty long years, so many years that the oldest man is
not able to remember them all, there Has not been a single
prominent movement where prison has not been the compan-
ion of the life of the Pole from the cradle to the grave.
Every one spoke of prison as of a living part of his soul.
I frequently ask myself if all those prison experiences of
Poland, with all their sacrifices and heroism, with all the
charm of the torment of the human soul detained in abnormal
conditions, garrotted, beaten, tired out, and yet prompt to
rebel, if this charm is not one of the characteristic traits of
our generation. When I think of this, when I gaze on the
eyes of children and young people, living under happier condi-
tions than ours, I ask myself if the time is not far off when
those verses which caused our hearts to beat in times past,
will not be read and recited in schools as something strange
and distant, which will be passed over in the same manner
as we passed over and disregarded the beauties of Greek
poetry when they were forced upon us.
Prison life, he summed it up, was not without its
value for those who passed through it with rebellion and
fight in their souls, who created from themselves and

